








At one in the morning Rizzoli appears with his entourage and some 
twenty distributors. “What a delightful invasion!” is Fellini’s way of 
greeting them. 


June 7 = While Guido endured the annoyance of his pro- 
fessional obligations, Signora Carla, alone at another table in her inevitable 
ermine and velvet costume, quietly ate ice cream. Nearby, Hartig drank 
to her beauty, standing on tiptoe to enhance his stature and leaning stiffly 
forward. 

This was at three-thirty this morning. The group at the big table had 
been dismissed. Three takes of Sandra were made, and then, threatened 
by the imminence of dawn, the camera had moved in for a close-up. But 
at this range one of the spots of her veil blocked out the corner of her eye. 

“Sarta (Wardrobe)! Move that spot, please.” It seemed that a pin 
would have sufficed to change the hang of the veil. But the problem was 
too much for the wardrobe woman. She had to call the hairdresser. Sandra 
had to take off her pillbox to let the woman undo and redo each gather 
of the veil. 

While this tedious job was going on, Sandra, her head absolutely still, 
retouched her makeup as a makeup man held a mirror for her. About 
twenty people had stayed for this last scene of the night. Not one of them 
showed the least impatience. Not one sigh of weariness disturbed “the 
poetic moment”: those long minutes at four in the morning when, in the 
name of art, men wait undaunted for the rearrangement of a spot in a veil. 

Tonight two new guests have been added to the table: Mezzabotta and 
Gloria, who have come to sit down after a frenzied twist to the tune 
Federico selected the other day—he filmed it early in the evening. Mezza- 
botta is played by Mario Pisu, a stage actor. Gloria, his friend, is the very 
pretty girl I had seen several times when we were shooting daytime se- 
quences: an English actress, Barbara Steele. She wears a short, tight black 
skirt that cups her buttocks, a black belt and a black shirtwaist with long 
sleeves. Charleston or exaggerated modern? 

The periphery of the esplanade has really become a drawing room. 
Fach night Hartig brings a box of chocolates and a thermos of Turkish 
coffee. The reporter’s wife, Gilda Dahlberg, a former Ziegfeld girl, widow 
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